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NOTES. 


MOTLEY 


THE IRISH OLLENDOREF. 


(Juestion : Do you speak Gaelic ? 


Answer: No; but I have got the 


wages of the American servant girl. 


(Juestion: Have you the interests of 


Ireland at heart ? 
Answer: No; but I have a beautiful 
brogue. 
(Juestion : Can you decline money ! 
Answer: I never did. 


New name for Income Tax, Schedule 


D—Tin-tacks. 


Radicals were accused of ploughing 
on sands. Tories just now are reaping 
on Beach. They say it is their duty. 

An old lady, slightly deaf, returned 
from church the other day with the 
announcement that new-fangled bishops 
were now called homoceas. She declared 
that parson had said “bishops are our 
homoceas.” The word he had used 
was “ overseers.” 

Messrs. Chapman and Hall have 
published a book, entitled ‘“ What is 
Life?” ’Tis a difficult riddle. Most 
people end by giving it up. 


Vou. LXXIIL] 


UNEXPECTED IMITATIONS, 
Bret Harte. By Arthur James Balfour. 
Which a doctor observes, 
And his diction is terse, 
Thet to quiet the nerves 
And all doubts to disperse, 
Golt’s better than pinky pale pills, 
And this point l would do into verse. 
As he walks on the links, 
At the close of the fall, 
A probationer thinks 
It’s poor fun. Not at all 
Unless he vits one in the eye 
From that rum little rotary ball. 
It’s as certain as eggs, 
Thet for games which can train 
Both the arms and the legs, 
Not forgettin’ the brain, 
Golf ain’t got its equal on earth, 
Nor elsewhere, where mortals obtain. 
[ am free to admit, 
In a mild kinder way, 
Thet you may gather wit 
At a lesser outlay. 
My uncle is nuts on “ retorts ; 
But blowin’ up folks doesn’t pay. 


” 


Thar is games to be had 
That is simpler, perhaps ; 
Touch-last ain't so bad 
If one’s hardened to slaps. 
And egg-cap, I larn, is diverting, 
But you're bound to hev hundreds o’ 
caps. 
No, sir! I pertest, 
That of every derned game, 
Which is put to the test 
Any ancient can name, 
You won't spot a neater than golf, 
And I am A. Balfour, the same. 


A German naturalist maintains (our 
authority is the Daly Marl) that the 
donkey’s bray “moves in true musical 
progression.” It is nice to think that 
something about a donkey moves, but we 
decline to believe that the ass is musical. 
Between a Bach and a Bray there is a 
wide gulf. 
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Colonel Plumer’s name is_ pro- 
nounced like “Plumber.” Trust a 
plumber for keeping out De Wet. 

We confess ourselves interested in the 
extraordinary excitement manifested in 
the authorship of the Nursery Rhyme 
published in these columns last week. 
Wherever one goes the subject is dis 
cussed. Not only are all the writers of 
literary gossip busily guessing at the 
authorship, but in every fashionable 
drawing-room, boudoir, and club the 
topic monopolises the entire conversa 
tion. Wemay help our readers so far 
as to say that neither Mr. Algernon 
Swinburne nor Mr. Alfred Austin 1s 
the author. 


The lines 
* When the egg was opened 
The chick began to crow” 
have led many people to name Miss 
Corelli as the authoress. But we would 
point out that the conclusion 
* Wasn't that enough to make 
A clergyman say ‘ Blow !’” 
proves quite conclusively that the writer 
is one who thinks more highly of the 
cloth than the gifted author of ‘*‘ The 
Master Christian.” The writer, how 
ever, is not Mr. Bernard Shaw, 
of our last week’s issue, containing the 
full rhyme, can still be obtained at the 


Copies 


publishers, 


There is a good story told of political 
bribery, which we commend to some of 
the election agents in Maidstone. An 
Irishman, so the story runs, received a 
rather strong smelling hare just before 
polling day. He hummed and hawed 
about taking it for some considerable 
time, but the donor begged him to have 
no misgiving, as there was no possible 
question of bribery in the matter. 
“Shure, ’tis no bribery I’m fearin’ at 
all,” said Pat; “it’s”—and he sniffed the 
hare—“ just a matther of corruption.” 
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| In one of the 
| golf clubs near 
| London there 1s 





a gigantic member 
named Bull. The 


other day two men 














| were — reverently 
| studying his huge 
legs, as the giant, 
in knickerbockers, 
bent lovingly over 
a neatly teed ball. 

At last one of 
these admirers 
remarked, with a 

sigh of envy, 

“That fellow Bull 
has got calves like 
| legs of mutton.” 

















The Furness 
Railway Company 
has been holding 

















a meeting about 
the “corner” in 
coal. In Furness, 


of course, coal is a 








burning question. 

A very good 
lawyer died in 
Tasmania, and so 
charitable had he 
been that there 
was no money left 
for his funeral 
expenses. <A 
subscription of 
one shilling a 
head was proposed, and emissaries were sent forth to 
collect it. One of these gentlemen called upon a deaf old 
man and explained the object of his visit. “Eh!” cried 
the old fellow; “a shilling to bury a lawyer! Here’s a 
sovereign ; take and bury nineteen more of ’em.” —« 








Dre mths 


THE CARELESS BILL-STICKER. 


A clergyman named Money, who, as a humble author, 
had subscribed to a news-cutting agency, was a little 
surprised by a cutting he received last week, headed “ City 
Notes.” It began: “ Money was pretty tight yesterday.” 

‘Mr. H. W. Massingham has not yet obtained the editorship 
ol the Daily News. 

lhe Village organ blower lay on a sick bed and the parson 
oe by his side. “Is there anything I can do for your comfort, 
John!” asked the parson. “ Yess, ; : be.” sic 
invalid. “What init, Jobat” “At my buryin.® whossed the 

alc. s it, John! At m . 
organ blower, “TI shou’d }i ; y buryin’, wheezed the 
Ma, hj a shou’d like to ha’ Muster Handel’s ‘ Dead 

‘ . N 9 ry e . 

March in Saul, he parson promised and withdrew. As he 


reached the door a tired voice came from the bed: “ An’ thank 
goodness I shaan’t ha’ to blaw for ’t!” 


Che authorship of “A Wayside Weed ”—the weed requires 
no puffing—is announced as “A. F. Slade.” But reviewers 
opine that it is a question not of “ Mr.” but re Miss 9 A F 


ow . Dineen 4 : . se 4 
‘ lade. | Puzzle : How to find real author when critics declare 
he is mislade 
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We take the following extract from Country Life’s vivacioy, 
article on dog shows: “I think their collars were tight and 
high, and their coats appeared to be abnormally long and il]. 
fitting, and their toques were small and considerably on one 
side of their heads.” The passage, let us explain, refers not 
to dogs, but to lady exhibitors of dogs. 


More Pro-BoER AMMUNITION. 

(“The Boers,” according to a writer in the Pall Myi) 
Magazine this month, “have some of the best blood of Europe 
in their veins.” | 
No longer let plebeian folk who live in Britain sneer, 

At Afrie’s aristocracy, the Transvaal Vere de Vere, 
The haughty Dopper Howard, Burgher-born Plantagenet, 
Tho’ he masquerades as Sauer, Schalk, Te Water, and De Wet 


And if he does not change his shirt, when popping into bed. 
And if he seldom cleans his hands and never scrubs his head: 
And if, in conversation, he spit constant on the floor, 

What matter? Can so proud a man be called a vulgar bore? 


And if he will not give the drink a dying soldier cravey, 

And if he sjamboks to the death a few score ebon slave: 

And if beneath the Flag of Peace he shoots a man or two, 

What matters murder in cold blood when that cold blood 
is blue? 

So yield him due submission for his pedigree is high, 

There’s not a race on earth can boast a nobler an-ces-try, 

And if you still misgivings have, thes argument should teli— 

While his blood’s as blue as Reckitt’s he’s no Englishman 
as well. ——— 

It is said that the Government propose to confer on 
Mr. Henry Chaplin a second-class pension. This is their way 
of admitting that he is a first-class chap, though they did kick 
him out of the Cabinet. ——. - 

A very dirty Boer was admitted toan up country hospital in 
South Africa complaining of various painful symptoms. The 
doctors diagnosed his case, washed him well, and discharged 
him as cured. 


| 
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FANCIFUL FACTS FROM THE MAGAZINES. 
SIZE, OF MovusE BEHIND Ture Same sy NIG#!. 
WAINSCOT BY Day. 
(With apologies to those who imitate J. Holt Shooling-) 


2 
(| 


cs 




























































Pa hit eee 3 et ae ee 
PEER ID an 





hi 


he 
a 


blood 


eli— 


shman 


er on 
Ir way 


d kick 


ital in 
The 


larged 


MARCH 9, 1901. 








4 

SS) Se ~ee ee 

=. ne 
2 


— 





Seanad .e rcs 
seeces 
eence 
- 


——- 























== 


STOPS Bidbady 


SS 


Sa 








_—....._—__ 


a 
a I or 


—— 

















a 


———_ 

Youee wise wesclil22s see a 
a a 

x 


2 = = 


ih 


4 


. 
esse 
2 we e 


i 


4 


“i 


, / 
/ / 
7 Z , 4 Y, 4 
4 f/ 
/ 
s ‘ 4 é 7 =e . 
4 - 
4 s/f hf . 
Sf - : 
- 
.. _ 4 
yj ; eee. - ! = oy 
~ 44, . 
— 4 ~ - - 
re. ms <, Ser - 4 
Ray -2S2o.. . R al eth 
“-—. -_- a ee? 
oe - ™ = ae 4 
oe a i 
ae tase -- 
P p> ED ee é oo “on = ° y b 
~_— 2 2e*% ee  %* ~ -- =< 
~*~ -- 
o-= &,- ©. ~~ 





a 


# 














A PELICAN IN ITS PIETY. 


Design for Decoration of the Hotel Cecil, Limited. 
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“FUN’S” SOUTH-EASTER. 


== 
“Now, tell me about ——” she began, 
I made the cat squeak. “Not that,” 
said I. 








“You don’t know what I am going ty 








GREENWICH. 


A DOLLILOGUE. 


(Weth acknowledgments fo Mr. Anthony [lope.) 


said Mrs. Pillory, taking up 
“why it is you spend so 


CANNOT understand,’ 
the stocking she was darning, 
much time talking to me.” 

“No more can |,” I admitted, twisting the cat’s tail. 

* Don’t you find it very dull?” 

‘Do you?” 

Mrs. Pillory smiled. ‘“ You are so witty!” 

“You make it easy for me!” 

‘* How?” she asked. 

“By playing up to me. Wedo it so nicely. You remark 
that marriage is the dedication to a woman of one’s whole life ; 
| add, and more than half one’s income. Oh! I tell you some- 
one has married his cook. What for? you naturally ask ; 
because, say I, his wife is dead. It is so easy, isn’t it ?” 

“It is very witty.” 

L sighed. 











99 


say ! 
“But I do.” 
“Tt is rude to interrupt.” 
“Tt makes the play of wit easier.” 
‘‘ Are we witty now?” 
“T hope so. I intend to publish oy 
conversation.” 
“T must be careful.” She laid down 
| her darning needle and looked at me. 
| “Well?” said I. 
“Tt is your turn,” said she. 
| “My turn for what, the 
| needle?” 
| “No, for conversation. 
| the stocking.” 











darning 
I will keep 


“ You will put your foot in it,” I said, 

“ Hont soit qur mal y pense!” she 
exclaimed. 

“Let me examine the stocking.” She gave it tome. “The 
clock is striking,” I said ; “ but it is fast.” 

‘‘T am not slow-footed,” she said. 

“Hadn’t you better order tea?” I said. 

“Why ?” 

“We've worn the stocking out. 
brilliant about buttered toast.” 

“ What could you say about buttered toast ?” 

“T am thinking.” 

“Don't hurry ; it will be some time making.” 

“T think you had better order tea-cake instead.” 

“Why ?” 

‘“ T have given up buttered toast.” 

“Tt is making you fat?” 

“Tt is making me thin—thinking how I[ can scintillate round 
it.” 

‘““Why do you always want to shine ?” 

“ Because [ama man of polish. How very well you play 
the game !” 
Mrs. Pillory smiled. The cat groaned and shook its ears out 

een | of my fingers. 


Perhaps we could be more 








| “And now tell me about——” she 





began. 











— 





“You suggested tea-cake,” I protested. 
ss , J 








a —\5 


Fare GREE pee SLONDON BRIDGE.|— 


- — _—= 
i Vp “4 - v4 








Ii—LONDON BRIDGE. 









‘How shall we talk with tea here!” 

“ With our mouths full of tea-cake.” 

“ You have forgotten my husband.” 

“What about him?” 

“We always drag him into the con- 
versation when we are getting to the 
point.” 

“ Are we getting to the point ?” 

“ Of course.” 

“Then we must be —, 

TS Why ? ” 

“The point—sharp. How dull you 
_ are! What about your husband?” 
| “ He saw her yesterday.” 
| ‘‘ How was she dressed ?” 

“ He didn’t notice.” 

“ They are cut very low now.” 
“It was in the morning.” 

“Is your stocking nearly mended!” 
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“ What ! have you thought of another stocking joke ?” 

“ My wits were wool-gathering.” 

“Tt is a silk stocking.” 

“Vou can’t make a silk pur——” 

“Out of that cat,” she said. “Tell me what you think of 
her?” 

“Of whom, the cat?” 

She sighed wearily. “Are you always going to beat about 
the bush when her name is mentioned ?” 

“ Her name isn’t mentioned.” 

“You know whom I mean.” 

“ Lady Pickleham ?” 

“ Of course.” 

“What about her?” 

At this point Mrs. Pillory’s husband arrived. 

“By the way, Smarter,” said he, when he saw me (which 
took some time), “how very long in the neck Lady Pickleham 
is getting.” 

“She is getting long in the tooth,” I answered. 

“Come,” said Mrs. Pillory, “what do you really think 
about her ?” 

“T am getting tired of her,” I replied. 

‘“ But you always talk about her. ” 

“That is, of course, the explanation.” 

“One talks of that which is tiring ?” 

“When there is nothing else to talk about.” 

Then Mrs. Pillory drove me out. And even at the door | 
could think of no joke about buttered toast. 


FACILE PRINCEPS. 
I think, of all the scores 
Of unmitigated bores, 
That drag across your track 
Night and morning, 
From the man who’s full of ills, 
With his tonics and his pills, 
To the man who thumps your back 
Without warning. 
If there’s any special first, 
For the epithet of worst, 
I’m prepared at any hour 
To apply at 
To the man, who, with a grin, 
Says your hair is getting thin, 
When it’s quite beyond your power 
To deny it! 


THOSE IN AUTHORITY. 


THE COLONIAL SECRETARY. 

OE first flourished his Birmingham Small Arms in 1836. 
During his early years he devoted his attention chiefly 

to flexible tubes, upon which he waxed fat. But he 
strenuously maintained that there was no stain upon 

his character, whatever there might be upon his bib and 
tucker. His chief toys were screws, and wherever he found 
a screw loose in anyone else he always picked it up and used 
it to strengthen his own little Cabinet. This practice he has 
continued through life. Our artist depicts Mr. Chamberlain 
as a butterfly, which is possibly uncomplimentary to his earlier 
political convictions. Other people will remember Bismarck’s 
famous saying that “the Premier is a lathe painted to look 
like iron.” “Yes,” they will say, “ Mr. Chamberlain is the 
lathe. He is the backbone of the Burghley.” He takes no 
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exercise, but he greatly exercises other people, and—the pun 
must out—he is a very orchid customer in debate. As befits a 
fellow-townsman of John Bright, he has greatly increased the 


number of Quakers in the opposition. 
breathe freely again. 


Having said this, we 
As a young man Joseph resembled the 


founder of his name, in that he wore a gold chain around his 
neck. 
times, 
young man. 


He was undoubtedly the greatest Mayor of modern 
Premier ? 


Yes, there is a chance—Austin is a nice 
Let him marry a Cecil. 
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AN INNOCENT ABROAD. 


Bookie. —“ So, Y’SEE, IF THE ’ORSE STARTS AT FIFTEEN TO 
OnE you GET FrerTeEN Quip, TEN!T0 ONE you GET TEN 
Quip, Five To Ong, Five. D’y’sEE?”’ 

The Innocent.—“Ou! Yes. I Sex, PERFEcTLy. But wHat 
bo | GET IF THE HorsE STARTS AT ONE O'CLOCK EXACTLY?” 





THE EMPRESS FREDERICK. 
‘THE grandson, at the daughter’s bidding, came, 
Suddenly torn from martial pageantries, 
To look the last time in the royal eyes 
Of that great Queen, who now is but a name. 


He marks Death breathe his unrelenting claim 
Above her, while, far off, in anguish lies 
The stricken Empress, listening to the cries 
Of England’s woe, upon the winds of Fame. 


A mother’s passing crowns with deeper pain, 
The sufferings nobly born through long grey years, 
In Cronberg Palace, ’mid that snow-clad plain, 
Whither our King, partaker in the fears 
Of children and of brothers, hastes amain, 
Bearing a nation’s tribute in his tears. B. 


NOTICE. 


A DISTINGUISHED numismatist is very anxious to complete 
his collection of coins of the Victorian era. He appeals to the 
public to send him, care of the Editor of FUN, any specimens 
of gold, silver, or copper coinage that may stil] be in circulation. 
It 1s now impossible to pick up these anywhere without paying 
quite their full face value, but if anybody who should happen 
to have any of this money in their possession will send it to 
us, we will see that it gets into the quarters where it will be 
properly appreciated, 
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PRO-BOER VERACITY. 


r HE following paragraphs exhibit the art of condenga. 
tion as practised by the pro-Boer pamphlets in gych 
a way as to give the precise sense and tone of the 
original. The use of the brackets will be obvious by a perusa] 
of the second version. 

“A Colonel tells the following horrible tale : 

“*T never knew anyone so fiendishly treacherous as (the 
Boer). The British soldier (with all his faults is) kind, 
straightforward, and courteous to his opponents, (but) the 
Boer exhibits the very reverse qualities. Without the least 
reason (he flogs) a British officer, burns (the) farms (of 
loyalists), carries off agricultural produce, and generally 
behaves like the rascal he is.’” 

The pamphlet therefore read as follows : 

“A Colonel tells the following horrible tale : 

“*T never knew anyone so fiendishly treacherous as the 
British soldier. Kind, straightforward, and courteous to his 
opponents, the Boer exhibits the very reverse qualities, 
Without the least reason a British officer burns farms, carries 
off agricultural produce, and generally behaves like the rascal 
he is.’” 

We have to be very thankful that there are still men 
amongst us who are ready even to face unpopularity in order 
to tell us the unpleasant truth. 








THE CABINET. 
(AccoRDING TO RUMOUR.) 

Mr. Balfour is busily engaged looking after Mr. Cham- 
berlain. 

Lord Salisbury is still keeping an eye on Lord Lansdowne. 

The Duke of Devonshire maintains a watchful eye on Sir 
John Gorst. 

Sir Michael Hicks-Beach continues to observe the doings of 
Mr. Brodrick. 

The business of the country is progressing as usual. 


THERE is really nothing more deliciously humorous than 
the Chinese idea of ordering a man to commit suicide. One 
can see a certain amount of dignity in Socrates drinking the 
cup of hemlock, but even the gravity of death cannot make Lo 
Slo Poko a dignified figure as he sits down to think which 
manner of death he will die. Imagine a man scratching his 
head over such a problem! We are sorry for Lo Slo Poko, but 
we must smile. 

WE are sorry to see that the pro-Boers are objecting to the 
rise in the salary of Sir Alfred Milner. This is not altogether 
an English manner of getting a rise out of a man; and, 
besides, are not the pro-Boers for ever saying that the screw 
should be put on, and not taken off, in South Africa ? 

ACCORDING to the Z7%mes the once British Yangstze region 
is now hardly British at all. The Foreign Office looks on and 
does nothing, while the other Powers do all the grabbing. 
What a pity it is that Lord Lansdowne does not speak 
Chinese. Jct on ne parle pas Frangais ! 

Mr. KruGer declares that England “can take our country, 
burn our farms, kill our wives, but never take away our 
freedom.” What a heartless old monster it is! Knowing all 
this he left his wife behind—“to be left till called for.” 1s 
‘hat taking away Mr. Kruger’s freedom ? 
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THE HALL MARK OF GENIUS. see 
(showing the family treasures).—“ AND THIS, MA’AM, IS THE PORTRAIT 0 
" ‘ . 
ootman ( showing a 
») 
DuKE, BY VANDYCK. : hi 
} sitor.— ! REAT ARTIST—VAND ; f 
te ene ) I SAW HIS NAME IN THE ‘ Dartty MAIL. 
Foot “THAT HE IS, Ma’AM. WHY ONLY THE OTHER DAY | § } 
ootman.— t Is, I M. 
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“CORIOLANUS” AT THE COMEDY. 


N 7 R. F. R. BENSON has found in Shakespeare a 
| / capital writer of up-to-date topical libretto. We 
give some specimens from “Coriolanus” now being 


produced at the Comedy. 


To Right Hon. Sir H. Campbell-Bannerman, M.P.— 
“ With every minute you do change a mind.”—Act 1., Se. 1. 


To sundry Boers still in the field— 
“fo, get you home, you fragments,” —Act 1., Se. 1. 


To G. M. Maitland, Esq., stroke of the Cambridge Eight— 
“ What, art thou stiff’ ?”—Act 1, Se. 1. 


To Right Hon. H. Chaplin, M.P., leader of the Pure Beer 
Party 
Nake your Clommission.’—Act 1, Se. 2. 


To Lord Cranbourne, Under Secretary of State for Foreign 
Affairs 
™ Bar pre SS yourself mn am nore comfortable sort.” - ~Act ioe se. 3. 


To the House of Lords— 
* Where gentry, title. wisdom, 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of oe neral egnorance,” Act I1I., se. 1. 
To Right Hon. Earl of Rosebery, K.G., ete., ete.— 
“7 go alone, 
Like foa lonely dragon, that his te i 
Makes fear'd, and talk’d of more than seen.”—Act Iv., Se. 1. 


> sundry merchants who have raided the bonded ware- 
hou Cs 
“We shall be charged aqain.”— Act 1., Se. 6. 


—$__———. 


To the Earl Marshal— 
“ Rome must know 
The value of her own.”—Act 1., Se. 9. 


To Sir Alfred Milner (or from him to the Colonial Secretary) 
“ Condition ! 
What good condstion can a treaty find 
I’ the part that is at mercy ?”—Act 1, Sc. 10. 
To Messrs. Healy and O’Brien— 
“ You are a pair of strange ones.’—Act I1., Sc. |. 





To Lily, Duchess of Marlborough— 
“ So the good horse is mine.”—Act 1., Se. 4. 
{ But it wasn’t. | 


To President Kruger— 
“ Thou art left.”—Act 1., Se. 4. 


To John D. Rockefeller— 


“ 4 carbunele entire, as big as thou art, 
”? 


Were not so rich a jewel.”—Act 1., Se. 4. 
To the Right Hon. Sir M. Hicks-Beach, Chancellor of the 
Exchequer— 
“ Worthy sir, thou bleed’st.”—Act 1, Se. 5. 


To Mr. Fun— 
“ Bold gentleman, 


Prosperity be thy page !”—Act 1, Se. 5. 





‘he Senate of Dublin University has decided to confer the 
degree of “ Doctor of Letters honoris causa” on Lord Robert:. 
Nothing could be more apt, for what Lord Roberts, V.C. 
K.G., K.P., G.C.B., G.C.S.L, G.C.LE., &e., &e. does not knox 


of “ Letters honoris causa” cannot be worth knowing. 
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Nursery Rhymes for the New Century. 


'HERE WAS A LitTLE Man, AND He Reap Huis LITTLE “ Fun,” 
‘ Y ‘ PaAyT AT nie] ry ; 
i AND His PENNIES WERE MADE OF LEAD, LEAD, LEAD 
E “ THEM IN THE SLOT, BUT THE SWEETS HE NEVER GOT 
‘OR A WICKED PORTER GR THE i 
R GRABBED THEM ALL INSTEAD, STEAD, STEAD. 
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ALL'S WELL 


THAT 


/ ew ey Mik 
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ENDS WELL. 


Timid Lady.—“ ARE PEOPLE EVER Lost IN THIS RIVER?” 











THE DRAMAPHONE. 


HE curious effect of “Peril” is that of being tickled 
in the ribs and punched on the head simultane- 
ously, an experience no doubt more or less perilous. 

Sardou wrote “ Nos Intimes,” a comedy with terrific dramatic 
moments; Mr. Clement Scott and Mr. B. C. Stephenson 
adapted it into “Peril,” a roaring farce with tremendous 
excitements occasionally. At one moment you are enjoying 
a Criterion dish and the next you are revelling in a regular 
Surrey beaf steak of sensation. 

One would be a little nonplussed if a man told you a funny 
story, and, before you had finished laughing, smote your sconce 
with a poker. At the Garrick Theatre we have no time to 
recover our breath chortling at the absurdities of Sir George 
Ormond’s acquaintances before we are winded by the excite- 
ment of seeing a man’s best friend conducting a furniture 
removal with efficacy and despatch in the effort to clasp in his 
arms the lovely form of the man’s wife. It is a game of 
parlour steeplechase round the table, over the sofa goes he 
after her. He catches her, she breaks away, he kisses, she 
hisses—it is a terrible to-do. 


The objective case of Sardou is sardonic. The malignity 
Which shapes the ends of his good people until the last act is 
of the devastating kind. The combination of circumstances 
which causes the right doors to be locked and the right French 


Boatman.—“ No, Ma’amM, We Atways Finp THEM IN A Day or Two.” 








window to be opened—yes, it is a very French window—is 
quite fatalistic. It is also very palpable stage carpentry. 
jut it is very effective and stirring, nevertheless. 

The moral of “ Peril” is, never do anyone a good turn, and 
never open your country house hospitably to your friends, 
If you do, they will sneer at the flavourlessness of your country 
eggs, ask you to deodorise the scent of your country jasmine, 
snatch your newspaper and your cigar out of your very hands, 
and in the intervals flirt with your wife so violently that 
chairs tumble over in alarm and the bell-rope drops with 


fright. It is all quite human and natural, and a proper 


picture of the life of any well-bred household. 

“Peril” is very admirably played by Miss Violet Van- 
brugh, Mr. Leonard Boyne, Mr. Fred Kerr, Mr. Herz, and 
Mr. Eric Lewis, and adequately by the other members of the 
company. It is not recommended to the young. 


The accepted answer to the quip, “ Why does Anthony 
Hope?” is “ Because Mrs. Campbell Praed ;” but the correct 


one is “ Because he wrote ‘Lady Ursula!’” for, although: 


there is no joke in this solution, there is truth, which always 
ought to be found in the bottom of a—well, a dramaphone. 
The author of “ Lady Ursula” may hope to be one of the 
representative dramatists of the twentieth century if he can 
write comedies of equal merit to that now being represented 
at the Duke of York’s Theatre. THE Stace Coacu, 
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THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF 
BARON MUNCHAUSEN. 


‘i HE Baron was driving through one of the principal 
West End thoroughfares in the twilight of a February 
fog, on his way to attend a conference anent 

: suppression of Hooliganism, when his cab gave a jerk 

and a lurch 

and he 
found him- 
self shot 
into the 
yawning 

abyss of a 

trench of the 

period. The Baron was 
more hurt than 
surprised. 

By the dim light of 

a carriage lamp stuck 

into the moist earth 

he perceived a peeress 
of his acquaintance, 
somewhat dishevelled 
and mud-stained, but 
correctly garbed in full 
Court costume. 























street 


“Lady X——!” he 
exclaimed, “I never 
expected to meet you 


here.” 

“Tf you had followed 
ine purposely it would 
have been an imperti- 


nence,” replied the 
Countess, “but since 
you are here I must b 


say | am glad to see 
It’s so frightfully 
down here with 


you. 


dull 


the pk sg year, amounting approximately to £60,000. 


numerous monkeys. water 


antelopes, 





Daily Commissioner.—* Hy ! THERE, WHAT aRE You Dornc up 


Tar (J — _ & — ‘ y 
Ps “ r ratherer. I E COLLECTED Your Taxgs: 
AY THEM INTO THE Bank ” 


way. 


no one to speak to, one might as well 


Institute.” . 


be at the Impe 


“Have you been staying here long?” queried the Baron. 
“Since the State Opening of Parliament. My brougham 


capsized over this digging, and I’ve never been able to g 


——— 


— 


rial 


et out 


since. Fortunately, I had brought some chocolate drops to 
sustain me during the function, and my maid had by mistake 
put a healthy-sized flask of liqueur brandy into my pocket 
and that’s all I’ve had to live on, except dates.” 


“ Dates ?” 


“Yes, and oranges and things. Scarcely a day passes but 


some coster’s barrow gets tipped over.” 


“There’s nothing like putting one’s trust in Providence” 

b] 

remarked the Baren. 
“In matters of commissariat I’d rather put my trust in 


Princes’,” said the Countess, with a regretful sigh. 
appalling if this excavation were to be filled in with us in it.” 


* How 


‘“My dear lady, have no fear. Its present state will last 


our time.” 


“T hope so. Was that your cab that went smash just 


now ?” 


The Baron affirmed. 
“ Provoking ; but I suppose you hadn’t paid the driver, so 


you have that consolation. 
that my brougham is hired by the season. 
Tell me the news of the world.” 


Now what is so galling to me js 


But I mustn’t give 


“Lord Kitchener denies that he wrote the ‘ Love Letters 


of an Englishwoman, 


? 


? 


a new theatre has been opened in 
Shaftesbury Avenue, and two new sewers in Holborn.” 
“ And has my disappearance——’ 


“Created much comment? The Offlooker devotes three long 


half mourning. 


oy.” 


‘““Never mind my husband. Tell me, who has won the 
Waterloo Cup?” 
Before the Baron could answer a light flashed from above 


porcupines, 


All these creatures have been received at the Government Headquarte 


THERE?” 





THE NEW COINAGE. 


The native Prime Minister inf ’ 


e paid their taxes for 


This includes payments in kind, consisting of five elephants 


snakes and cranes, and 
rs at Port Alice. ] 


FOR GoopNEss Sake, Take THEM AWAY AND 


paragraphs to the subject. The prevailing theory is that you 
have eloped with a half caste faith-healer from Pimlico, an act 
which is generally reprobated, as Society is not yet in 
Your husband is inconsolable, refuses 
to see anyone, and plays ping-pong all day with the page 


and a voice cried 
“Hullo! Are you 
there?” 


“Tt may be some- 
one I don’t want 
to see,” said the 
Baron. “ Hullo! 
Who are you?” 

“We are tracking 
voters for the 
County Council 
election. Efficiency, 
economy, 
energetic adminis- 
tration, etc. Have 
you votes in this 
division ?” 

“Ves,” said the 
Baron, menda- 
ciously, “we are 
with you.” And in 
another moment 


they were. 
SaKI. 
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AT THE SIGN OF THE CAP AND standing from tumbling dewn, and all sorts of suggestions 


BELLS. 


have been made by the merry experts. “Try clothes-props,” 
says one. “Put them to bed on concrete,” says another. 
“Let them all lean against each other,” says a third. The 


NEW outdoor game for Londoners is a matter of no worst of these experts is that they never agree, so I think the 
small importance, and I think I can describe one time has come when I may submit some proposals made by 
which should appeal to the leisured classes at least. a little deputation of residents in Colney Hatch and Bedlam. 

Let some half-a-dozen men dress themselves up as navvies, -_— 

and provide themselves with some scaffold-poles, wheel- They point out with great force that big stones, and 
barrows, pick-axes, shovels, spikes, and sledge-hammers, and indeed anything (or anybody) else, fall down because they 
then peg out a claim in the middle of, say Piccadilly or have nothing to lean against. Thus, if the space between the 
Cheapside, or any other crowded thoroughfare. They can big stones at Stonehenge were to be filled up the whole trouble 
there dig out a huge hole, big enough to contain a hundred would be remedied. The Colney Hatch cum Bedlam idea is 
elephants, in the middle of the road, and by doing so divert to build walls between the stones—say, something in the 


the traffic. 


Those who engage in the 
vame must remember one or 
two simple rules. First of all, 
they must not work hard or 
they will arouse the suspicion 
of the authorities. Let them 
dig slowly, spending most of 
the time in watching the traffic 
crawling past, or in leaning 
on their shovels, yawning, and 
engaging in polite conversation. 
And then if they hang a little 
lamp on the scaffold-poles at 
night the players will never 
be troubled, and there will be 
none who dares to make them 
afraid. 

I believe that most of the 
trenches now being dug in the 
streets of London are being 
opened up in the interest of 
antiquaries. They are hunting 
for.skulls and thigh-bones, old 
coftins, alleged subterranean 
passages (the “tubes” of our 
ancestors), ancient coins, and 
so on. Moreover, when you 
have once scooped out the hole 
there is no reason why you need 
ever fill it up again. So long 
as you attend once or twice a 
week(a mere formal matter, like 
being a director of a company), 
and so long as you hang that 
little lamp up regularly every 
hight, and, above all, so long 
as you show no signs of vulgar 
haste you can keep the road 
“up” forever. The ’bus driver 
may rage, and the cabman 
imagine vain things—but they 
always do that ! 


I have mentioned the an- 
tiquaries, and this reminds me 
of the committee which is now 
sitting on Stonehenge. What 
the learned men are aiming at 
is to keep the big stones now 
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GREAT MATRIMONIAL TRUST. 
He.—“I AskKEp Your FATHER’S CONSENT TO OuR ENGAGEMENT BY TELEPHONE.” 
She.—* Wuat was His ANSWER?” 
He.—“ Ou, He sust sarp, ‘1 Don’t KNow Wuo You Arg, Bur it’s Ati Ricut.’’ 
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DELAY DEH LA/T. 
BeLinpA, You'vE ForGOTTEN THE MILK ! 





! 





“Ves, Miss. [| kNow. You SHALL HAVE IT IN A MINUTE, 


WHEN MovrHER’s DONE SKIMMING IT.” 


sthieco style-—to which Peckham and Brixton owe their chief 
vlories. ‘Turn the whole place into residential flats, or 
wrhaps | ought to say “ bijou residences” or “ maisonettes,” 
or already the word “flats,” which superseded “tenement 
houses,” | growing obsolete. 


’ 


There is nothing like a good name in such a case. People 
will live contentedly in a heap of huts if you call the place 
“Fitz-battleaxe Mansions,” while they would shrink from a 
house in Robinson Row even if it offered twice the accommoda- 
tion at half price. Remembering this, I suggest that when 
Stonehenge is turned into a block of flats or bijou residences 
it might be named “The Trilithons.” It sounds well, and 
while its appropriateness would appeal to the learned, the 
unlettered public would suppose that the name had belonged 


to some noble family of foreign extraction, and so the flats 
would let like wildfire, 


eo ee GEE 


L ought to explain that I do not pretend to set forth the 
scheme in its entirety, but only to give the outlines. Thus the 
ground floor all round might be turned into shops, and so a 
hig rher rent would be obts alned. A “tube” would of course 
be constructed to bring the people right into the centre of the 
place from everywhere else There should be a band. a 








but that here we have the beginning of a movement to lure 
the people away from the crowded centre back to the charms 
of country life? Offer them flats on Salisbury Plain and | am 
persuaded they would go. 

In any case you would keep the Trilithons standing, and that 
is the main object. My lunatic friends from Colney Hatch 
and Bedlam and the learned antiquarian experts agree On this 
Indeed, they agree on most points, and there is remarkably 
little difference between them. They are now busily engaged 
in drawing up a prospectus so as to float Stonehenge, to make 
it “limited,” to turn it into a health resort, and already they 
have received several unsolicited testimonials of the greatest 
value about the place. 


The death-rate is decimal, something lower than anywhere 
else, the water supply is salubrious, and the climate plentify] 
—or perhaps it is the other way about. A mining expert tells 
me that gold, diamonds, coal, and lots of other things are just 
as likely to be found on Salisbury Plain as in many other places, 
and this alone is most encouraging—and is obviously true, 
And all the jerry builders in London are tumbling over each 
other in their eagerness to do the lath and plaster and stucco 
work. Before long we shall have that place on the telephone 
(the telegraphic address “ Trilithon” has already been regis- 
tered), and there can be no doubt that if the gentle Druid 
were to revisit his old home he would find it as completely 
altered as a restored cathedral or a renovated castle. 

A rumour, which I am unable either to confirm or contradict, 
has reached me to the effect that Mrs. Carrie Nation, the saloon 
smasher of Topeka, intends to come over and clear away 
Stonehenge, on the ground that experts have decided that 
the remains belong to the Rude style of architecture ! 

Let me add, not in any spirit of — self-confidence, 
but with a full sense of my many shortcomings, that I am 
prepared to ’ 
answer the 
questions of 
any reader who | 
wishes for in- | 
formation on 
any subject of 
general interest, 
so far as this 
world and the 
nearer planets 
are concerned. 
Solomon knew 
a good deal, but 
[I have had 
advantages 
which were 
denied to him, 
so | throw 








out a friendly | = 

challenge to | ? 

the merry | Re es 
reader to come Wife—“I can’? EXPRESS My CON- 

wm TEMPT FoR YER.” 

Address, Hubby (under his breath ).—“ THANE 


M. U. M. "EAVIN.” 





merry-go-round, and other legitimate attractions. Who knows 
























SIA eh Fe AE RM el sic be ‘ 
NN nail . : tte ted . a 3 


SRR HS eae a 


ieee, 


Be BRS es 
a REL saa ear 


( 


o 


rephi 
“T ] 


thou 


He 
a tar 
docte 
him ¢ 
same 
the ] 
Brow 
the d 
Roya 
ani g 


eR Rive lS oo 


pret te 


re shure ap alga ei tis io 


An 
Elect 


The 
by all 
mere): 
fine in 






The 
bagpiy 
his try 

















If t] 
able ta 











An 
levati 
Picture 
fallows 
uggest 
He deg 

















